THE HARMONY OF YOUTH
worms; but it must have been macaroni. My father was employed on one of the imperial estates in Southern Moravia, and he was born a serf. Outwardly he maintained a friendly attitude towards his masters, but inwardly he was antagonistic to them. I often heard him grumble against them when I was a child at home, but even before that I could feel how grudgingly these bondmen worked. It was not laziness; it was rather unwillingness to do forced labour. When my father afterwards left service I was able to help him somewhat and to buy a house for him in the country. And do you know what he did? Although he had commenced his career as a gardener's assistant, when it came to tilling his own garden he refused to move a hand. He sat down, ordered a labourer to manure it. Such are the results of service that is done without any liking for it and with only a purely mechanical responsibility."
"And so while still in your parents' home this experience encouraged you to shape your own life otherwise and better?"
"I scarcely thought about it; but my mother was very desirous that I should have a better position in life than that of my parents. And yet
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